The Beings of the Mind are not of clay :

Essentially immortal, they create

And multiply in us a brighter ray

And more beloved existence : that which Fate

Prohibits to dull life., in this our state

Of mortal bondage., by these Spirits supplied,

First exiles, then replaces what we hate ;

Watering the heart whose early flowers have died,

And with a fresher growth replenishing the void.

Such is the refuge of our youth and age,

The first from Hope, the last from Vacancy ;

And this wan feeling peoples many a page

And, may be, that which grows beneath mine eye :

Yet there are things whose strong reality

Outshines our fairy-land; in shape and hues

More beautiful than our fantastic sky,

And the strange constellations which the Muse

O'er her wild universe is skilful to diffuse :

I saw or dreamed of such, but let them go,

They came like Truth and disappeared like dreams ;

And whatsoe'er they were, are now but so :

I could replace them if I would ; still teems

My mind with many a form which aptly seems

Such as I sought for, and at moments found;

Let these too go, for waking Reason deems

Such over-weening phantasies unsound,

And other voices speak, and other sights surround*

BYRON (from Childe Harold's Pilgrimage)

435